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T he TRAGICAL BA EA | 
or. The LADY who fell i Love with her 


 SERVING- MAN. 


FART LL +7 


| G80 people pray attend 
Unto theſe lines I've penn'd, 
Which to the world I ſend, 
Therefore dra w near, 


7 And hear what I do ſay, 


Alack- and- a- well- a- day, 


: Unto love's ſad decay, 


Prov'd moſt ſevere. - 


T here was a ſervant-man, 
Who lived near the Strand, 
As I do underſtand, 

He was ſo fair ; 

So this young lady bright 
Could not reſt diy or night, 
He das her ſoul's delight, 

She lov'd him dear. 

Now this young lady cry'd, 
can't be fatisſy dd, 
I wiſh I was his bride, 

To cure my ſmart. 
Young Cupid bend the bow, 
And wound my lover ſo, 

'T hat in ſhort time he'll know 


A loveſick heart, ob. 


Why ſhould I thus complain? 

He knoweth not my pain, 

He 2 my ſerving- man, 
And J fo great. 5 

Could I uncloſe my mind, 

Great comfort ſhould 1 find; 

But fortune proves unkind, 
Oh! cruel fate. 


Why was | born fo high, 

To live in miſery ? 

Or Cupid's dart to fly 
Into my bieſt ? 


I wiſh I was as poor, 

Ty love would me adore; 

T hen ſhould I evermore 
Enjoy my dear. 


4 Then the oung lady ſaid, 
Why ſhould I be afraid ? 


"= PIFbring my ſervant maid 


Il my mind. 
Betty, Betty, ſaid ſhe, 
ray come you here to me? 
You muſt my council be, 
Then Pll prove kind, 


I love our ſervant-man, 
You know our honeſt John, 
Let me do what J can, 
I can't be free. 
Love has enſnar'd my heart, 
As I do feel the ſmart, 
Cupid with his keen dart 
Has wounded me. 


Then ſaid the damſel fair, 

Madam, ſince your declare 

Your mind, I can't forbear, 
But let you know 

I am in the fame caſe, 

I love his charming face, 

M y heart within his breaſt 

s plac'd a f). 


In ſorrow, diſcontent, 

Away this damſel went, 

Her heart with miſchief bent, 
As you ſhall find, 

Tho' ſhe's my lady fair, 

Her ſecrets I'll declare; 

Or 1 ſhall loſe my dear. 
In a ſhort time. * 
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PART II. 
Genre people lend an eat, 
I'm ſure you'll ſhed a ttar, 
When you this ſtory hear, 
The ſecond part 
How Cupi id bent his bow, 


Wounding three lovers ſo, 


eat troubles they did know, 
By his keen dart. 


The damſel firſt begun, 

And ſaid, I am undone; 

I ſhall diſtrated run, 

I am afraid. 

Could 1 draw back my mind, 
From love to be inclinꝭd, 
Great comfort ſhould I find, | 
In grief the ſaid. 


We leave the damſel here, 

Entangled in love's ſnare, . 

To treat of the ye ing fair 
Lady ſo bright. 


As the fat ſighing then, 


Came in the ſervant- man, 
As we do underſtand, 


That very night. 
She did uncloſe her mind, 
Within ſhort time we find, 


Say ing to him moſt kind, 


ou have my heart. 


' The young man ſtood amaz d, 


And on his lady gaz'd, 
Sure theſe are happy days, 
The young man faid, 
Young madam, do- ſorbear, 
Draw me not in a ſnare, 
If my maſter ſhould hear, 
e are ruined : 


1 4.& 


Rather than that (fi6vld be, 


1d go along with thee, 
Either by land o: ſea,” ' 
Or where you pleaſe. 


| You zre my * 8 delight, | 


I can travel day nd night. 
So they confer :6l ſtrait 
To crol: the, ſeas, 


Then ſaid the lady bright, 
No- morrow, when 'tis light, 
Il marry my delight, 

Thea ſtraitway 1 will go 
Along with thee, my dear, 


And man's apparel wear: 


No one can us enſnare, 
Nor can us know. 


PART II. 
BSERVE this part the third, 


The ſervant-maid ſhe ſtood, | 


And heard them every word,. 
Then: ſtrait ſhe run. 
M * maſter, ſaid ſhe, 


- Alas! youll ruin'd be: 


Vc daughter doth agree 
To marry John. 


To-morrow is the day, 

As I did hear them ſay, 

TT hat they would go away, 
And mirry'd be: 

She doth him ſo adore, 

She quits her native ſhore, 
To croſs the ſca. 


* When ſhe did thus declare, 


He call'd his daughter fair, 
Madam, what are you there? 
Her father cry'd. 
Pray call John here alſo, 
The truth I mean 6 know, 
And if ] find it ſo, 
I will provide 


A place you need not fear, 

Both for you and your dear; 

And I will prove ſevere 
Unto you both, 

Father, your will be done, 

He's like to be your fon, 

Or elſe I will have none, 
Upon my troth. 


Daughter, ſince you ſay ſo 


He th-1l to priſon go; 
And I'll corfine alſo 
You to your room. 
Father, father, forbear; 
Do not puniſh my dear ; 
Let me the burthen bear ; 
Or I'm undone. 


She to her chamiber's ſent, 


And he to priſon went, 
In grief and diſcontent, 
here to remain. 

He ſent him over to ſea, 
A ſoldier there to be, 

To fight in Spain. 


Now, faid the ſervant-maid, 
Alas! it was I betray'd 
Your love and mine, ſhe ſaid), 


What have | done? 
With that ſhe tore her hair, 
And fell into deſpair, 

And as I do declare, 

To Bedlam's gone: 


That very ſelf-fams night 

T his youthful lady bright 

In dark and doleſome night 
Got clear away. 

Out of a window bigh 

She got her : 

Travelling ſhe did come nigh 
Unto the ſea. 


And in ſhort time we hear 


She croſs'd the ocean fair, 
In man's apparel there 
She met her dear : 
A ſoldier was he alſo, 
Yet his love did not know, 
She being his comrade too, 
As we do hear, 


In Spain they were not long,. 
Before they both were drawn 
Into a party ſtro 
Too fight their foe 
The firſt that he oe FN were, 
Was this young lady fair. 
Dying ſhe did declare 

Her grief and woe: 


As ſhe was on the ground, 

He ſuck'd her blood wound, 

Crying, My dear is gone, 
ith her ſweet charms: 

Shall I live longer too: 

No, no, that ne'er will do; 

Pietcing his body thro', 

Dy'd in her arms. 


Now came this news, we hear, 

Unto her father dear; 

He ſtamp'd and tore his hair, 
Grieving he ſaid, 

Alas | my daughter dear. 

] prov'd to thee ſevere, 

Now thou art dead I fear, 
So I'll end my days. 
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